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A TRIBUTE TO A GREAT TEACHER 



LATE PROFESSOR KHAWAJA MUIN 



BY 



DR. HUMAIRA MUIN DMC 1985 



Prof. Khawaja Muin 





By 
Dr. Humaira Muin 

My father Professor Khawaja Muin was born on October 26 th 1929 in Nagpur where he re- 
ceived his early schooling. He started his medical studies at the Nagpur Medical College in 
1947 but the creation of Pakistan motivated his migrating there. He joined Dow Medical Col- 
lege in October 1947. A brilliant student, he graduated in 1952 securing the third position and 
winning Gold Medal in Medicine. His extracurricular interests included tennis, swimming, 
dramatics (yes that too) and debating. 

As was the norm in those days he proceeded to England for postgraduate training and stud- 
ies in 1959 returning quite soon with MRCP and DTM&H. He joined the Civil Hospital Karachi 
as an assistant professor in medicine in 1961 where he taught and trained generations of fu- 
ture doctors and postgraduate students. 

During the 1965 war he volunteered as a surgeon commander at the PNS Shifa. The doctor 
was not just a doctor; he was a sportsman who did not want to stay behind while his country 
was at war. Quite justifiably his name was suggested by the Pakistan Medical Association to 
Mr. Zulfiqar AN Bhutto in 1972 for the project director of the Sind Medical College. His admin- 
istrative capability was demonstrated to perfection when he made this project a reality in less 
than 6 months. He became the first principal of the newly established medical college that is 
now a full-fledged university. 
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Professor Khwaja Muin at the inauguration of the Sind Medical College 1973 



He was conferred fellowship of the royal college of physicians of Edinburgh and the college of 
physicians of Pakistan recognized his academic services by honoring him with FCPS in 1977. 

I consider myself one of the luckiest and the most blessed persons to be his daughter, as 
men like him are legends and very rarely does one come across such dynamic personalities 
since even after 32 years of his death, people miss him. In my childhood I used to think that 
all fathers are like him, but as I grew older, I realized that he was exceptional. I could see the 
way people used to be mesmerized by his personality and literally idolized him. Even after 32 
years, many a time I have come across people either his ex-students or patients who have 
almost jumped at hearing that I was his daughter and then narrated their own beautiful expe- 
riences they had interacting with him or how he had benefitted them in life and sometimes 
even changed their lives. These stories run into hundreds. On a lighter note hundreds of 
women used to admire him tremendously, constantly asking me questions about him but he 
was a very devoted husband and an exceptional father. 

My childhood days were filled with picnics on every weekend, with friends and family and 
every single summer vacation was spent in Abbotabad or Lawrence College with 35 cousins 
and adults, and my father used to take the kids and make every one finish their homework. All 
the cousins literally adored him and sometimes there was an argument as to who would sit in 
the front seat of the car with him. Anyone who was even distantly connected with my family 
would feel proud to tell everyone that he knew Prof. Khawaja Muin.The qualities he himself 
had he tried to inculcate in my sister and me and I think he succeeded to a certain extent. 

November 23 rd 1981 is a day of my life that I wish had never come. My father had suffered a 
heart after which I was lucky to spend the max amount of time with him. His last day was my 
21st birthday and he was due to leave the next night for his heart surgery. He went next morn- 
ing to get gifts for the friends who were to receive him on his arrival in UK. He had his lunch 
and went to his room to rest. After about 10 minutes I found him dead. He has passed away 
peacefully in his sleep. Life would never be the same again with Aboo. 



FROM THE EDITORS 

Our class was going through the 4 th year of medical school when Professor Khwaja Muin passed 
away. We did not have the privilege of being his students but whatever we heard about him from our 
seniors indicated that he was an astute physician, a brilliant teacher and an excellent person. The day 
he passed away was a sad day for the entire medical community, especially the students of Dow Med- 
ical College. Classes were suspended and hundreds of students and doctors proceeded to attend his 
funeral prayers that were led by Dr. Amjad of Liaquat National Hopsital. 

The editors are grateful to the professor's daughter and our class fellow Dr.Humaira Muin for letting us 
have a glimpse of who her father was. The tributes from his students and colleagues are a further tes- 
timony to the outstanding qualities of a wonderful man, and what a great loss his passing away was to 
the medical community. 
May he rest in peace, Ameen! 



A daughter remembers: Dr. Saadia Muin 



My Husband: Dr. Safia Muin 



Aboo, the word which evokes memories of 
days gone by; sweet, happy memories which 
have blurred with the passage of time but are 
very much a part of me. 

Every parent holds a very special place in a 
child's life but when others say how special 
your father was, your heart swells up with 
pride. My father, Professor Khwaja Muin , 
made us all proud and even after thirty two 
years of passing away ,his name brings about 
such reactions that it amazes me. Till today 
people talk of him as if he was with us till very 
recently. 

Around three months ago my husband (who 
is not a doctor and had never met my father) 
suffered a heart attack. I rushed him to the 
hospital and after initial care the doctors on 
duty 

realized he was Dr Khwaja Muin's son-in-law, 
I was very touched about how they reacted to 
this fact. They told us many stories of him as 
a teacher, mentor and role model that made 
me think how much a larger than life person- 
ality he was - and the legacy he left behind 
him in his students and colleagues. 

Words cannot convey what I feel but one 
thing stands true about my father; he stood 
taller than the most around him. 



My late husband Khawaja Muin and I were 
married for less than 25 years. Soon after our 
marriage we spent nearly 3 years in London. 
Muin got his MRCP in 2 years. In 1959 we 
bought a car and drove all over Europe for 3 
weeks. That was the best holiday of my life 
and a wonderful time that we spent together. 
After returning to Pakistan, Muin not only 
served as a healer to the needy but was also 
involved in helping and advising generations 
of future healers. Our house was open not 
only to junior doctors but also to his 
innumerable students. Besides being fun- 
loving and social, Muin was also fond of 
reading books. He got plenty of reading 
material from the Karachi Gymkhana library 
on a regular basis. A caring and devoted 
father of two daughters, he doted on them 
and was not just their father, but also a friend. 
God did not give him enough time to advise 
or enjoy his children. May God grant him 
eternal peace, Ameeen! 




he Muin family in those happy days 



TRIBUTES BY STUDENTS AND COLLEAGUES 




"We rotated through Prof. Khwaja Moin's Ward 3 
in Civil Hospital Karachi in 1973-74. We had the 
best experience of any rotation with a physician 
who had great knowledge of medicine but carried 
it with utmost humility and compassion. I was 
very impressed by Prof. Moin's gentle approach 
to patient care and his teaching methods. His 
influence as well as the experience with some 
other teachers in Dow and Civil 
likely contributed to my later 
decision to take internal 
medicine as a career. Dr. Amin H 
Karim Dow 1977 



DR. Haroon : The strength of his character, the 
commitment to his cause and convictions and 
unassuming casual attitude were his major 
qualities, which I can recall now. He believed in 
honesty, dedication and fair play, and vigorously 
practiced them. 

What killed him could be the hypocrisy among 
the individuals, decadence in society and 
retrogression in our national life, he was a 
sensitive man. 

He had a pivotal position in resolving a deadlock 
between the government and the young doctors 
who had gone on strike when he was president 
PMA 



DR. ManzoorZaidi : 

The sad and sudden demise of Prof. Khawaja 
Muin shocked the entire medical community. 
The untimely departure deprived the profession 
of a pillar of the PMA and a very close friend from 
DMC days. 



A TEACHER REMEMBERED 
By Zakaria Saifullah, DDS 
(Khajista Kazi f s brother) 

I had met Professor Khawaja Moin when I was a 
student in the Bachelor of Dental Surgery 
program at the Liaquat Medical College, 
Jamshoro. While Dr. M. A. Almani had taught 
Medicine to us, Dr. Khawaja Moin was our 
external examiner during the 3rd professional 
BDS annual exams. 

Also, during his tenure at the LMC, I 
had recorded an interview with Dr. Khawaja Moin 
for broadcast in the English language Students' 
program of Radio Pakistan Hyderabad station. 
That interview was recorded around 1970 or 
1971 . Mr. Murad of the broadcasting house had 
told me that his tape recorder had malfunctioned. 
On his request I contacted Dr. Khawaja Moin, 
who was gracious enough to re-record the 
interview. 

After I had left Jamshoro and was visiting 
Karachi, I had seen Dr. Khawaja Moin walking on 
the sidewalk towards the intersection very close 
to the Omega watches' dealership, across from 
the Singer's store. He was smoking a pipe and, I 
assumed, his wife and two daughters were 
walking right behind him. It was obvious he was 
very relaxed and I intentionally did not interrupt 
him. He routinely had a very busy schedule, 
including teaching and private practice. I thought 
he rightly deserved those rare moments of 
relative peace. 

I had learned that he had about that time taken 
and passed the ECFMG exam at that age. To 
date his taking this exam is a source of 
inspiration for me. He had reached a highest 
level in his profession and did not need to prove 
himself to anyone. However, he did this to make 
a point and was successful. 

Interestingly, after I got married, it turned out my 
wife Azra from the Indian city of Nagpur was 
related to Dr. Khwaja Moin. 



May his soul rest in peace. 



Professor Khwaja Moin 



Dr. Suleman B Hasan, Class of 1980 



We at Dow Medical College in the 1970s 
were privileged to have been taught by 
some very distinguished mentors. People 
that we could look up to and follow the 
example of. Each one stood apart from the 
other by his or her own individual qualities. 

Prof. Moin sahib was known to me since 
early in my life. He was married to Dr. 
Safia whose family and ours are friends for 
three generations. Later, at Dow, it was 
my good fortune to have been taught 
medicine by him. 

The first thing that came across about him 
was his friendliness. This was his attitude 
towards all his students and house staff. 
Ward rounds and bedside teaching was up 
close and personal yet never intimidating. 
He would involve each student. He 
remembered names. If someone didn't 
know an answer, he had a way of not 
making them feel small. And at all times, 
respect for the dignity of the patient was 
maintained. 

As an examiner, he was more like a friend 
having a chat than an inquisitor. He also 
went out of his way to help students and 
staff further themselves. 
I was also Khwaja Sahib's house officer. 
He gave responsibility and expected hard 
work but never in an overbearing fashion. 
Always approachable, even after hours 
and never one to frown for any reason. 
Extremely knowledgeable but never trying 
to display that fact other than to educate 
someone or to treat illness. 
Khwaja Sahib was a good looking man. 
His looks were enhanced because he only 
said pleasant things. If he didn't have a 
good thing to say, he didn't say it. 
It was during my internship that he suffered 
his heart attack which later proved fatal. I 
still remember him describing the pressure 
on his chest as if death was coming on. 
His description 



sounded more like he was educating us 
about a symptom than a personal feeling. I 
guess it was the professor in him that never 
quite left his person till the very end. And 
God took him from us prematurely. Yet 
between the time that he had his infarction 
and the time of his death, he made sure to 
write me a letter of recommendation for 
further training. It is something I will never 
forget. 

There was much to learn from Professor 
Sahib. He had so much to give, in the way 
of medical training, manners and personal 
conduct and how to love people and live a 
good life. His premature departure deprived 
many of this benefit. His daughters Saadia 
and Humaira and even his wife were very 
young at the time. His own youthful looks 
and attitude made his passing very hard to 
accept. It was a huge loss. May Allah rest 
his soul in eternal peace, Ameen! 

Dr. Suleman B Hasan is the son of one our 
distinguished professors Dr. Mushtaq 
Hasan, and brother of one of our class 
fellows Dr. Zeba (Hasan) Hafeez. 




A tribute Irom some Dow Alumni From The Professor's Colleagues 



There are no words enough to capture his unique 
dedication perennial humanism and amazing 
brilliance beguilingly wise, charmingly witty, 
magnanimously large hearted he inculcated all of 
us with the values he himself epitomized, honest, 
hard work, scintillating dynamics and serene 
courage to the end he deemed it a privilege to be 
with DOW, just as all of us considered it an honor 
to be associated with him. 
He was an uncommon genius with an uncanny 
ability to live and work spiritedly with his 
colleagues, family, his students and patients. 

A man who had such a caring and loving journey 
through life is phenomenally rare, such a rare 
man will doubtlessly be eternally mourned and 
remembered(and to this day he surely is) but we 
thank God that such a monumental and 
magnificent personality and a visionary lived 
amongst us. 



DR. Badar Siddiqi: 

My first recollection of Khawaja Sahib was from 
the eyes of a fresh third year student, a kind and 
handsome face taking notice of the unwanted 
green third year batch, it is only someone closely 
associated to him as a teacher to realize this 
magnificent aspect of his personality, his attitude 
towards raw and sensitive students was gentle 
and encouraging. He opened their minds and 
made them to think and use their reason. He had 
an incredible sense of duty to the young who 
benefited from his immense wisdom unassuming 
ease and natural charm. Institutions always exist 
and develop around personalities and without the 
contribution of Khawaja Sahib, PMA would not be 
what it is today (he was elected PMA president 
thrice). He never hesitated to lash out at 
hypocrisy, nepotism and injustice but there was 
always majesty about his wrath. 
His personality only evoked love and admiration 
from anybody and everybody who came across 
him. He was indeed a leader of men. He was an 
idol to many. 

I knew him very closely and could find no fault in 
him as a teacher, a leader and a family man. I 
find it difficult to translate into words what 
Khawaja Sahib was 



Professor Kashfuduia 



in the death of peof, khawaja muin, medical pegfessiqn lost a geeat teachee, a 
geeat physician and a geeat admn1steatge, he was the embodiment of all the 
ethical qualities of a dgctqe, smc will always be geateful to him, he not only single 
handedly begught it into being but also nuetueed it in the difficult eaely days he 
Was the peoject dieectoe aid i st peincipal We all came to know him When the college 
staeted, aid with his haed woek intelligence and demotion he infused the same 
feelings in his junioes amd colleagues, eveeyone woeked late houes but theee weee 
no complaints oe frustration as the pleasant pefison amy of the leadee 1nspieed 
them With his honesty and sincerity, his sWeet personality Will alWaYs eemain in the 
memoeY of all those Who have Woeked With him. his name Will alWaYs eemain shining in 

THE HISTOEY OF SIND MEDICAL COLLEGE. 



Professor Khwaja Muin 



Dr. Zeba Hassan D85 



Professor Khawaja Muin Ahmed unfortunately 
passed away at the prime of his career while serving 
as the Professor of Medicine at Dow Medical College 
(Dow University of Health Sciences). I never had the 
honor of being taught by Professor Ahmed; 
however, given that he was a friend and colleague of 
my father, Prof Mushtaq Hasan, our family 
association went way back to my pre medical 
college days with his daughter, Humaira, at St 
Joseph's Convent School and later at Dow Medical 
College. My rapport with Professor Muin Ahmed 
was on a different plain and more referential. 

He was also highly revered by Dr Azra AN, who 
always fondly addressed him as 'Khawaja Sahib.' Dr. 
Azra AN is a very close family friend, in addition to 
having been one of my father's students. She had 
been taught by Professor Muin Ahmed as well. She 
related to me once that when Medical Unit 2 was 
changed to Medical Unit 1 around 1966 or 1967, my 
father was serving as the Professor of Medicine 
while Professor Muin Ahmed was an associate 
Professor at the time. Like the other professionals, 
Khawaja Sahib felt some apprehension about this 
change and asked Dr Azra AN, the then RMO 
(Resident Medical Officer), about getting some clues 
from my father about the future course of events 
with regards to continuation of work in Medical Unit 
1. She fondly recalled that my father had said,"Muin 
is a member of our team, and one of us; he is a very 
capable and learned man and shall continue to be 
part of our team." 

Later, when Dr. Azra AN returned to Pakistan after an 
extended stay abroad, having completed her 
membership, Khawaja Sahib opened the door of his 
consulting room to facilitate her hours before he 
would arrive for his own consultations. He would not 
accept any monetary compensation from her for the 
space being provided. She recalled that often she 
got delayed and he had to wait outside as she 
wrapped up her sessions. There was never a frown 
on his face and he never made her feel 
uncomfortable or stressed about this delay. She can 



never forget his gentleness and generosity in 
addition to all the qualities of an academician par 
excellence that he was. 

Professor Muin Ahmed has left a lasting impression 
on me by the impact of his towering personality; 
relaxed, unperturbed, pleasantly disposed, and 
sophisticated. He was a very handsome man, but his 
temperament and inner peace accentuated the 
overall impact of his persona. I recall an occasion 
when my father had invited his house physicians and 
colleagues to our home for dinner when I had been 
assigned the task of serving green tea after the 
meal. Being a teenager at that time, I felt somewhat 
awkward and self-conscious while doing so. I can 
still visualize Professor Muin Ahmed, dressed 
elegantly in a dark suit, remark with a smile and a 
peaceful glow on his face, "Bibi koyi pan wan bhi 
khilao gi." His friendly quip instantly dispelled any 
discomfort I may have felt at that time. This is a 
small example of his innate ability to put people at 
ease. 

The fateful day that he passed away is still clear in 
my mind. My father had come home and solemnly 
announced, "Muin has died! Let's go there now". 
Sadly Professor Muin Ahmed left this world 
prematurely leaving a great void in his family and in 
the academic and professional circles. It is quite 
remarkable and inspirational to think of all that he 
achieved over the course of his short life span, and 
the many ways he touched the lives of so many 
individuals. 

The quote below is particularly apt here. 

"I shall pass this way but once; any good 
that I can do or any kindness I can show to 
any human being; let me do it now. Let me 
not defer nor neglect it, for I shall not pass 
this way again." Etienne de Grellet (1773- 
1855). 

May Professor Khawaja Moin Ahmed's soul 
rest in eternal peace, Ameen! 



SOME MEMORABLE PHOTOS 




Professor with his students 




SHARED BY ARJUMAND ASIF 
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Hafiz Shirazi on the creation of everything by Saleem A Khanani 



7/?e living beings, the vegetation and unmovables (stones, mountains) 
Everything in the realm of command exists due to Your Order! 

According to the Quranic philosophy the Creation is of two types: 

^JbJI/Jb 

The realm of Creation: occurs in time and space, may require preexisting material and may go through 
an evolutionary process. 



jx>S)\ /JLc 



The realm of Command 

Things come into existence due to Allah's Command! 



(He says) Be and there it is! 



The Lighter side 



f\ OV LOOK BEAITIFI I 
TODAY!!! 
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SALEEMAKHANANI 

Dedicated to Nadeem Zafar 

My attempt at Punjabi poetry with apologies to Farrukh Hashmi Sam Khan and 

Punjabi speaking folks 

^ I u<)-juj /0 < £_l u9j , lu 

< £_jjjO Jb 9J _p ^ cS -iuJ 
i-Si ulp^l ub>£J ul^^i 

^_>° j^ ^_JP9-j^ <=J 9-jwJ 9J >&? 




An unforgettable play with Shahed Qureshi as Zia-ul-Haque and Farrukh Hashmi as general 
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APPNA2013 




SHOAIB SIDDIQUI WITH WAMIQUE AND FARRUKH 




D85 PRODUCES A DAZZLING DISPLAY AT APPNA 201 3 



Farrukh Hashmi introducing Naseem Shekhani at the Award Ceremon* 




ARSHAD KHALILAND RAKHSHEE 



AQUEEL MANDIWALAAND HIS WIFE 



PROUD ACHIEVEMENTS 
D85 GRADUATES BRING HONORS TO THE CLASS 




Zahid Asgher hosts a TV show on Aaj TV 
every Sunday at 2 pm EST 
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UMAR FAROOQ WINS THE PRESTIGIOUS 
BEST TEACHER AWARD 

IN ILKNAl tONAl. 

THE]Sp«S 

Founded by; M<r Kham-uf* Rahman 
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Dr Farooq of DUHS receives HEC Best 
Teacher Award 
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Harris County addresses health care for the homeless 




The Harris Health System's Healthcare for the Homeless provided care to over 9000 
homeless individuals in 2012 with ever increasing numbers every year. The medical director 
of this program is no other than our own class fellow, Dr. Yasmeen Quadri, associate 
professor of community medicine at Baylor's College of Medicine, Houston Texas. 

She was interviewed recently by the Houston Chronicle. 

Yasmeen mentioned that the most common medical conditions she takes care of are 
hypertension, diabetes, depression, and alcohol and substance abuse. Patients are referred 
to substance abuse counseling. She also focusses on getting them into housing, either 
respite care that's provided by certain shelters, or into permanent housing, or into shelter care 
depending on what their status is. The system is a comprehensive "one-stop shop," where a 
person could get all kinds of services or referrals from one location. 

The system plans to have a stronger and more robust mental and behavioral health program 
in future, because that is key to working successfully with the homeless and under-served 
population. 

Responding to a question Yasmeen mentioned, "Our program would like to take care of the 
homeless population, so that the community as a whole is treated with dignity, so that we live 
in a place where everyone deserves the same as anyone else." 

She plans to decrease the overall health care cost to the country by taking an initiative that 
decreases the amount of emergency room visits by the homeless population. 



Dr. Yasmeen Quadri was interviewed by the Metro Desk reporter Anita Hassan. The interview 
was published in the Houston Chronicle on August 30, 2013. 
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The D85 family expresses its condolences to our own Mahwash Ghaba on the sad loss of her 
father on August 26, 2013. He passed away in Karachi surrounded by his loving wife and 
children. Mahwash has left for Karachi. We raise our hands in making supplication to Allah 
SWT to shower His mercy on the deceased soul and give him a place in the Jannatul Firdaus, 
Ameen! 




M 




Mahwash has been a regular contributor to the class magazine. Her "poet of the month" 
articles have been very informative and well received. We hope that she will find comfort with 
her family and will soon join her class fellows and friends. She has a strong personality and 
we all stand with her and her family at this difficult time of their life. 

Please remember Mahwash's father in your duas. 




SELECTED POETRY 
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A Proud Dowite 
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Sameena Khan 
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FAHMIDA RIAZ'S TRIBUTE TO SHARIQ ALI 
AN HONOR FOR D85 

We have known Shariq for a long time in different roles, aserious student, sportsman, poet 
and much more. As a plastic surgeon his reputation has crossed the boundaries of land and 
culture. His skills as a poet, both in Urdu and English, are now becoming well known. A noted 
Urdu poet of recent times, Fahmida Riaz recently sent an email along with a poem to show 
her appreciation of our friend. 
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STRAY REFLECTIONS 

SAM KHAN: CO-EDITOR 



Some Lessons That Life Has Taught Me 

There are a few lessons that life has taught me during my journey of half a century and 
three years... I am just sharing some of those with you... 

But this is not the end; I am still learning and hopefully, will keep acquiring knowledge from 
all sources including my personal experiences, till my last breath... provided I don't end up 
with senile dementia or Alzheimer's. □ 

I know that there people in this forum are more intelligent and erudite than me and their 
knowledge and experience is much worthier than mine... So please don't take offence... 
It's just what I have learned... perhaps it may not contain any new lesson for others, but 
bear with me because it is the order of our chief editor, Saleem Bha, that I must write 
something... and being poor in writing skills, all that I could come up with was this list... □ 

* Always stay true to your heart. 

Don't ever be worried about the opinions of others... Do whatever you conscience feels 
right. Don't be a people pleasure, or a doormat. It only leads to misery later... 

In this ever changing world... People change, they grow, they evolve and sometimes they 
even drift away... A person may be your friend one year and the next year he or she can 
be your worst enemy... this is life... accept it... don't follow the shadows of past... move 
one... 

*Learn to Think'. 

Most of our lives we blindly follow rituals and keep believing in cultural and social biases. 
Our upbringing, experiences, assumptions and beliefs mold us into a person with certain 
fixed thoughts... 

We must break this cycle of 'conditioning' and discard all the beliefs that we acquired from 
our surroundings... Read, study, think and then follow... 

*Don't assume. 

If you have an argument or discord with someone, try not to assume about what's in their 
mind... this leads to trust issues and more misunderstanding... If someone has not been 
good to you in the past, even then, try to stick to the above rule... don't guess... Yes, 
watch their actions carefully, but don't prejudge... you might find a new friend in your 'as- 
sumed' enemy one day... 

*Truth always prevails... 

Yes sometimes it takes a longer course... even longer than your lifespan... Have trust; 
truth finally emerges... 

Treedom, not material wealth gives you real contentment and pure bliss and sadly it is 
not abundantly available in this world. This includes freedom of thought, freedom of 
choice, freedom to love, freedom to believe, and lastly, freedom of action... 



Just as you need freedom, others in your life also need it, so respect the other person's 
choices and decisions, specially your spouse and children's... 

Don't try to control or manipulate those who love and respect you, it tends to backfire... 

How true this old saying is, "If you love something, set it free. If it comes back, it is yours. If 
it doesn't, it never was." 

*Choices, not mere fate determines the direction of your life... the earlier in life you make 

a wrong choice the longer you are going to suffer... (in later years you don't get many 

chances to choose, anyway... ) 

So choose wisely, after a giving it a long thought... (See? my second lesson is about 

Thinking') 

*Expectation is the root of heartache. 

Not having too many expectations gives you freedom, from pains and 
ments... 'Freedom', another choice that I made earlier in my list. 

(Easier said than done, but at least one can try) 



*Try to walk in the other people's shoes before labeling them. 

No one is either completely 'Nice' or totally 'Bad'. These are relative terms. Refrain from 
classifying people... The world is not merely black or white; there is a lot of grey in be- 
tween... Thus don't judge others according to your limited knowledge about them. Preju- 
dice, xenophobia and bigotry are the roots of most evils. Be open-minded and tolerant. It 
is lack of tolerance at all levels that is destroying this world's peace... 

Most of the people are too busy in their own lives (and problems), they don't have time or 
patience for your sob stories... No matter how broken you are, Maintain your dignity and 
poise... always keep a smiling face... Don't show your tears to everyone, because not 
everybody is not worth sharing your sorrows.... Learn to enjoy your own company. You 
are your own best friend . . . 

*Don't jump into every argument you are invited to. 

Most people don't hear what you are saying, because they are busy in choosing the an- 
swers that would prove them right. No one is convinced by arguing... I have yet to meet 
one .... It's a waste of energies to jump into an altercation which may later lead to a bigger 
quarrel. Avoid such squabbles, smile and walk away. Try to bypass all useless drama and 
the 'Drama Queens' 

^'Actions speak louder than words'... 

Each word in this famous sentence is true. 

Always watch the actions and don't pay heed to tall claims, this only leads to disappoint- 
ments later.... 

L£ ja d j US jj j^ 



The above sentence is self-explanatory... only courageous people move forward in life... 
Fear and hesitation leads to staleness... and staleness means lifelessness... 

*'Our lives are not determined by what happens to us but how we react to it, not by what 
life brings us but the attitude we bring to life.' 

Your attitude towards life is most important... Maintain a positive approach towards every- 
thing. 

*Weak people react, strong ones act.... 

Impulsiveness and spontaneity are good in some ways, but if not checked, they may lead 
to self-destruction... Conniving people may use your impulsiveness to gain points. In order 
to make you react according to their devious plans, they may irritate you and push you to 
your limits. When you react indiscreetly, they take advantage and thus the situation turns 
in their favor and you lose... Beware... stay calm, take a deep breath smile and then 'act' 
accordingly. 

*We must learn to respect others regardless of their age, qualification, financial status, be- 
liefs or looks. 

Respect is more important than love. 

Honor, trust and praise cannot be claimed... One has to earn these precious gifts by stay- 
ing, truthful, honest and sincere to ourselves. This in turn leads to conscientiousness to- 
wards others too... 

*Our Inconsistency in behavior may lead to serious misunderstandings... 

Erratic demeanor may confuse others and as a result we may lose some precious rela- 
tionships including our best friends... 

And last but not the least.... 

*Fashion and style are two different things. 

Maintain your own style and never follow every new fashion blindly. Your character and 

personality, not your dressing or makeup should be your 

identity. 




My husband and daughter 



Fayyaz Ahmed Shaikh and family 



Vacation USA August 2013 

Despite his incredibly busy practice and other academic responsibilities Fayyaz Ahmed Shaikh is a 
devoted husband and doting father. He visited USA in June 2013 for a conference and delighted his 
class fellows and friends with his customary and characteristic style of talking. Now was the time to 
bring his family to the Disney world for a totally care-free and non-professional trip. The family visited 
Orlando and then spent a couple of days in Houston, Texas with the family. 

During the hectic trip to the Disney world, Fayyaz still found time to meet with the ever young and 
hospitable Yousuf Bhaghani who took the family to an authentic "desi" restaurant for a memorable 
dining experience. 

Here are some of the pictures from this unforgettable trip. 




A REQUEST TO ALL D85 GRADUATE 



We are connected with over 200 of our class fellows through email and on social media. Yet there are 
many who are busy in their own lives. They may be in touch with their group mates and close friends 
but are not yet part of the bigger class community on the net. We plan to reach out to all of our class 
fellows. Please help us accomplish this by encouraging those that you know and who are not yet part 
of the email listserv or the D85 group on Facebook to join. Please contact Saleem Abubakar, Nadeem 
Zafar and Fayyaz Ahmed Shaikh. 



